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Bambi 


Author's Notes: 

An AU my friend Oakley and | worked out, based on the Megadeth song Prince of Darkness, from the album, 
Risk. This got very intense and in depth, and we decided to write a fic on it. Monsters! Ayyyy! It will be multi- 
chapter, and | will try to keep on top of this one, ahh. This AU in particular, is ours, with the headcanons and 
shit we dug up. | hope you enjoy. 


UPDATED, 26/08/2015: i'm proof reading and changing any grammatical stuff and errors. 


There comes a time in every person's life, | believe, when you have to consider what the fuck you're willing to 


deal with. I'm not fucking ready to deal with this. 


I've been trapped in this God-forsaken fucking place for a few years now, and | had no fucking idea how to get 


home. So... | made do. 


My name is James Hetfield, and | have no fucking clue how | ended up in some weird fucking alternate reality. | 


went to sleep, next minute, woke up and | was lying in a clearing in some woods or something. 


Now, | like the woods. Lots of game. But something felt off about this place. Whatever it was... | couldn't 


remember. | couldn't remember... Home. Not well, anyways. | was disorientated. | couldn't think clearly. 


| heard whispers in these woods, and it made me uncomfortable. | heard laughing . It was some... Some little 


snickers. 

| heard hooves stamping away in the ground. 

Shit. 

| wish | had my rifle with me. 

"Who's there?!" | remembered calling out, my voice weak and wobbly with suspense, as tension filled the air. 
More laughter. 

Fucking Hell. 


| watched the bleary shadow dart past, before finally, the person stepped forward, except, | don't even think 
they were a person 


A ‘short brunette male stood before me, his chest bare, light coloured eyes twinkling, his smile one of pure 


merriment. 
That wasn't what got to me though. 


What got to me, was the fact this guy had a fucking deer's body, little nubby antlers, and fucking six limbs. 


Deer feet. Hooves. | just -- 

Was | on weed? Crack? LSD? 

No. 

No, | wasn't. 

| didn't do drugs. 

"My name is Lars!" He squeaked, prancing circles around me, and | stopped and stared. ‘Lars’, huh? 


"J-James." | responded sheepishly, pinching myself to make sure this was a dream. 


Nope. 

| was still here. 

"What the fuck is going on here?! Why do you have a deer's ass?!" | asked, beginning to panic. 
The boy crossed his arms, sticking out his bottom lip. 

"Why don't you?" He grumbled, looking away from me. "Racist..." 

| stared at him quizzically. 

| wasn't a racist. 

| told him that much. 


"Have you never seen a centaur before..° We're everywhere..." Lars sighed, looking every bit as awkward as | 
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did. 
"No. | haven't. Where am | anyways..?" | asked, and he stamped a hoof into the ground. 


"Evergreen Forest. Northwest of Evergreen Helm. Nice town, | guess." He mused absent-mindedly, and | was 


more confused than ever. 


"Am | in America?" | asked, slowing down my words, incase the somewhat strange sounding male couldn't 


understand me. 


"What's America? Where is it?" Lars retorted, and | couldn't believe it. "If you're talking about countries, you're 
in Gallhei." He told me, licking his lips as he moved to tuck a stray wad of his hair behind his ear. 


No, this couldn't be right. 
‘Im guessing you're not from around here either..." Lars mumbled, and | nodded feverishly. 
"Definitely not." | responded, and he gave me his own nod. 


"Okay. Did you fall on your head or something?" He questioned, and | mulled it over. Had | fallen on my head? | 
didn't know. | decided I'd tell him | did anyway. Maybe | wouldn't have to do as much explaining. 


"Yeah. Something like that." 


‘Mustve been pretty hard.. Probably why you're such a dick." The boy muttered under his breath, and | 
glared at him. 


"Shut the fuck up Bambi." | hissed, and he stuck his tongue out at me. | doubted he knew who Bambi was, but | 
figured he got the message. 


He walked with me, taking me out of the woods to stand on a hill. | surveyed our surroundings, spotting a 


sizeable village nearby. 


"Evergreen Helm. Like | said, nice place. Got some giant freakin’ tree, with hidden doors and stuff, and you can 
walk under there apparently! Under the town! | hear they've got their catacombs and all that down there. I'm 
not allowed to go though. | can visit the town and all, but they don't like me and my kind poking around where 
we shouldn't.” He sighed, and | raised a brow. 


"That sucks man." 


He paused. Did he get expressions and stuff? Did they have that here? | heard him call me a ‘dick’, so | figured 
they had swears and shit, but stil. 


"Yeah man" Point taken 

He walked me down the village, and | watched as a group of girls in cute, real German-Oktoberfest styled 
dresses, stared at me, whispering to themselves. Okay, yeah, | was wearing one of my handmade band-shirts. 
Whatever. So they didn't know what any of these bands were. I'd deal with it. 


Actually, no. | wouldn't. | didn't have my favourite bands with me. Fuck. No. This. Was. Going. To. Suck 


Lars introduced me to all the shops and shit around town, showing me the bars and stuff. It was kind of cute 
how with his hands waving around all wildly, his little hooves click clacked along the cobble pathways. 


Clickity clack, clickity clack 
Yeah, really cute. 


It was then we spotted him, sitting alone by some well or something, muttering to himself and reading from 


some book. It was bound in black leather, and really... Sinister looking. 


Oh... That's... Uh... Dave. He's a little bit weird, from what I've heard - people around town are always spreading 
bad rumours about him, and we centaur end up hearing a lot - , but hey, like you said, | got a deer-butt, so | 


shouldn't judge. He's a human, like youl" Lars cheered, and | suddenly took more of an interest in him. 


Immediately leaving Lars' furry side, | sat down beside the boy, looking over his features. He had flaming 
orange hair that fell about shoulder length, and deep hazel-brown eyes. | watched as his fingers grazed over 
the faded and rough pages of the book he was reading, noting strange symbols and markings laden through it. 


| cleared my throat, and he looked up. 

‘lm James." | began, and he tilted his head a little, noting my DIY Misfits shirt. 

"Dave. Dave Mustaine." He mumbled, and | spoke the name in my head. It had a nice ring to it. 

"Hi Dave. So.. Whatcha reading?" | asked, and his upper lip curled a little. Okay, okay. No need to get snarky. 


"Nothing." He told me, before smiling. His smile -- It was peculiar. It seemed like the male couldn't smile. At 
least not properly. It was crooked, and | couldn't help but think of it fondly. | liked quirks in people. 


"Trust me, it's nothing that any of these guys are saying. I'm not - | dont ---" 
| was confused. 

| don't know what you're talking about.” 

He seemed relieved. 

"Okay. Nevermind then" He murmured, biting his lip a little. 

Lars soon joined us. 


"The sun is setting. You should find a place to stay for the night James. | have to go back to my herd" The 
centaur sighed, and | nodded. 


Dave looked at me oddly for a moment, squinting his eyes more than he seemed to usually do, before smiling 


again. 
"You can stay with me. | don't know why, but | like you James. | won't kill you, don't worry.” 
| swallowed thickly. 


"I never thought about you killing me until now.." | muttered, waving goodbye to Lars and following Dave back 


to his house - an old medieval styled cottage or something. 

Quaint, if anything. 

"So, where you from James?" Dave asked as he led me inside. It was completely empty. Shit. Did this kid live by 
himself? Wouldn't surprise me. He did seem older than me anyways. But fuck, did it stink. | couldn't place it but 


in some areas of the house it was really bad. 


"Not here. | don't even know where | am to be honest” | murmured absent-mindedly, looking around and Dave 


nodded 

"Same" He muttered vaguely, and | raised a brow. 

"So, what's with the centaur shit.?" | asked, and Dave looked at me strangely. 

"You've never seen anyone other than Human have you?" He questioned, and | felt put on the spot 
"_--No..2" | fumbled sheepishly. 


Dave smiled. "Well, there's not just centaurs. You got werefolk, faefolk, merfolk... Vampires. Trolls.. Ogres.. 


Witches..." 
| couldn't believe what | was hearing. 


"Are you one? One of those fancy magic creatures?" | began, and the redhead quirked a brow. "Lars told me 
you were human but.." 


Dave laughed. 

"L wish. No. l'm just plain lilt ol human me." 

| was relieved. 

"Okay. Thanks for this Dave." | mumbled, and he smiled at me. 

"Do you want anything to eat? | got some shit cookin’ in the kitchen already." Dave asked me, and | nodded. 
"Definitely. Thanks." 

"No problem. There's a spare room upstairs. Make yourself comfortable." 

"Thanks again" 


He just nodded. 


Darkness, Imprisoning Me 


Author's Notes: 
EDITED 26/08/2015 


I'd made myself comfortable up in the spare room Dave had, and | had to say, it was pretty nice. | mean, 
obviously | wasn't used to this whole fairy-tale look, but it was nice. The houses in the village were all very 
quaint and cute. Hay and thatch roofs on some, big, tall wooden beams, and an inviting air. The people here 


seemed moderately friendly, despite the looks they gave me. 

| got given a lute too, so I'd been treating it the same way as a guitar for a bit. And then the best thing 
happened, | found a guy who sold the exact wood needed to make a good, sturdy guitar. So with a little trial 
and error, | made one! | even went to the blacksmith and helped designed the strings. Just an acoustic one, but 


it helped me unwind. 


| also noticed a lot of the men had long hair. So that was normal here. It was normal back home too, but 


y'know. 

So I'd been staying with Dave for a while now -- Maybe a year or two? | dunno. It had been ages. | was finally 
starting to adjust and Dave and |? We were best mates. | loved the fucker. No matter how strange he was. For 
the last few months, | hadn't heard from Lars for a fair bit -- probably busy with his herd --, until | heard 
a knock at the door. 

Dave was nowhere to be seen. | hadn't seen him for a few hours. So of course, | grabbed the door. 

"Yeah..?" | asked, closing my eyes as | rubbed the sleep from them. 

"J-James..2" The voice began, and | opened them slowly. 

Woah. 


Suddenly Deer-Butt didn't have the.. Deer-butt. Or the horns or weird ears, but the deer ass was gone. 


"What - Where - Where did it go?" | mumbled, staring at his lower half. That probably came off as weird but 


| was genuinely curious. 
Lars just laughed. 


"Witches. They got all sorts of crazy potions. Of course, its high quality stuff and they don't sell it cheap, so a 
lot of people stick to learning alchemy and stuff at home, or in seclusion, and make knock-offs. Bad though, 


because they're not specially made unless you really know what you're doing." He explained through his accent, 
and | hummed vaguely. | was still new to this, after all 


"So.. You got some weird potion off of a Witch... And.. You have human legs now..?" | asked, and Lars shrugged. 


"Yeah. But not permanently. Just for a few hours. | got a vial of the potion needed, see.?" Lars dug into the 


makeshift tunic he wore, pulling out a necklace with a small wood-stopper sporting vial. | nodded. 

"That doesn't seem like much at all" | mused as | gazed at the honey coloured liquid, and he gave his own nod. 
‘Its not. You just need a drop on your tongue though. Itll last maybe.. Three uses if you're careful. | just did it 
because like | said, the people around here get shitty with centaurs an fawn, and anyone who isn't a human 
Besides, | have get used to these stupid things. How do you do it? You have got.. Like.. Zero balance." 


| laughed, shaking my head as | helped the brunette inside. 


"Is automatic, like you guys learning how to fucking run around and shit on your fours. We teach our babies 


and stuff to do it." 

Lars scrunched up his face. 

"You have to teach them to walk? Our young can do it almost immediately, but of course, with the whole 
‘human torso and head’, they tend to be a little helpless with their balance. They can still walk and run though.. 
As long as someone's there to hold up their upper halves." Lars sighed, and | rolled my eyes, hpwever, | was 


unable to contain the slight chuckle that escaped my lips at the mental image. 


"| don't need to know any of these things man. They're irrelevant to why the fuck you're here." | eventually 
said, and Lars grinned. 


| wanted to see you and Dave." He told me, and | nodded. 

"Huh, cool. But uh - | have no clue where Dave is. He went to his room, said not to worry if | don't see him 
for a bit, and he'd be back soon. He was just in his room though. | didn't want to fuckin’ barge in unattended 
because | think that weird smell's comin’ from over there, and y'know. | don't wanna go near it. Also.. He could 
be jerking off and | just -- | don't wanna walk in on a man when he's having some alone time." 

Lars hummed. 

"Let's go get this friend of ours. We can come back and look for him." 


"Okay." 
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Maybe a week into my living with Dave, | met a guy called Cliff. He was a beautiful soul. Funny, passionate. He, 
Lars, Dave and | seemed to have it all going on. He seemed to.. Glow. | don't know what it was about him, but 


there we go. He just had this aura about him that drew me in immediately. 


"Hey James." He began when we met him later, maybe a few months down the track. Who knew how time 


worked here though. Could've been years. 


He was quiet and soft spoken, and | appreciated it. | was pretty quiet too. I'd just been rowdy with Dave and 


Lars at first, because | was - and still was - confused as fuck. 
"Hey Cliff" | responded as we approached him. 
Lars smiled. 


We all spoke for a while, before the short brunette explained the situation, that the guy letting me stay at his 


house had disappeared into his room, and hadn't emerged for a while, and Cliff hummed, furrowing his brows. 
"If he's hurt or something, we should make sure to see if he's okay. What if something bad happened?" The 
quiet man offered, and | nodded. | doubted it, because Dave was pretty tough, but there had been close calls, 


even in his own room. He sliced his hand open on a broken bottle of ale once. 


We made our way back to Dave's house, pushing open the door and | could see Cliff crinkling his nose at the 


somewhat more vile than ever smell. 

We crept towards Dave's room, and | swallowed thickly, pushing open the door slowly. 

Oh God. 

What | smelt was absolutely putrid. 

We all made our way into Dave's room, and | was... Surprised.. To say the least, at what | saw. 
Actually no, | was downright creeped out. 


The room was dark, save for a few candles, and the smell seemed to fill and permeate the air. Cliff looked the 


most nervous out of all of us. 
No, he actually looked like he was going to be sick. 


"What the fuck..?" | mumbled, investigating his bed, which not only sported a few stains - no doubt from his... 


Own personal pleasure.. But several of the books | had seen him reading. Except now | could see them close up. 


The symbols and sigils glowed, and upon extending my hand out to touch one, Cliff suddenly stepped in. 
"No! James! Please don't touch it! Trust mel" He hissed, voice hoarse, and | withdrew my hand. 


| brushed my hand along the wall, feeling my fingers drag through something slick and wet. Stepping into the 
light of the candle, | looked down at my fingers, almost choking as | saw what it was. 


Blood. 


"We need to get the fuck out of here James!" Lars begged urgently. "Dave's probably gonna kill you! The 


townspeople were right! No wonder they've stayed away from you whenever you were with him!" 
| heard chanting coming from somewhere, and spotting light peeking under the wardrobe, | raised a brow. 
"Help me with this, will you?" | asked, and Cliff and Lars seemed even more panicked then before. 


"Are you crazy?!" Cliff asked hastily, eyes darting this way and that. "James, don't meddle with this. You don't 


- Trust us. Please." 
| ignored them, pulling the wardrobe away myself to expose a back panel, which | pushed open 


A set of dimly lit stairs led downwards, and cautiously, | made my way down them, wiping the blood off onto 
my pants as | did so. 


The smell got worse, and | felt nauseous. 


The chanting, on the other hand, grew louder, more aggressive. The silky smooth voice cracked and melted into 


menacing growls and snarls, and the words spoken were dabbled with something | couldn't understand. 
The stair | stepped on creaked, and | held my stance, listening as the chanting faltered a little. 

The tension was so thick | struggled to breathe. 

With the resuming of the chanting, | peered my head around the corner, almost gasping in horror. 


There was blood everywhere, a corpse laid upon a stone alter. There was a branding iron, hot in a furnace 


nearby, and more dim candles, except they burned blue. 


A cloaked figure stood by another alter, and | heard liquid moving over his skin. But the consistency seemed 


thicker. Blood, probably. 


| checked behind me - Lars and Cliff weren't there. 


Now, | came from a Catholic house, so this was actually pretty frightening for me, and as | watched the man, | 
hesitated not to run away screaming. 


"I am Wrath, | am Envy, | am Pride, Lust, Greed, Sloth and Gluttony. | am the cancer that infects your bones. | 
destroy everything you love and hold dear, your hopes are my gain." He chanted in that snarl of his, and | felt 
terrified as he started in that other language. 


A strangled cry escaped my throat, and | cupped my mouth, watching as the man slowly turned around. 


Dave stood before me, mouth dripping with blood, horribly dark bags under his eyes, and a glint of pure 


vileness in his eyes. 


His robe was unbuttoned, for the most part, and | saw a large pentagram branded on his chest, still raw. It 
was amazing he was still able to walk. Who did it? He couldn't have done it himself, surely. 


"James. What are you doing here.?" The man asked, appearing calm but you could tell he was surprised. 


Anxious, even. Why wasn't he doubled over in pain? | didn't understand. 


| haven't seen you for a while.. | - | wanted to find you." | answered honestly, watching as he backed me into a 


wall. 


"Did you now..? Well, you're a little sneak." He purred in my ear, and | shuddered as he licked his lips of the 
blood. 


"Are you a vampire..?!" | asked urgently, and he laughed coldly. 
"No, no. l'm just as human as you James." He sighed, and | shook my head. No human would do this. 
"No you're not.” 


Dave pouted, "l'm disappointed you think I'd lie to you James." He snapped his fingers together, and the candles 
burned more intensely, bathing his face in a menacing, cold light. "I've been interested in Black Magic and 
Necromancy since | was young, and I've only just learnt how to apply myself. Most people suck at it, because 
of the simple fact, they're all too pussy to do the Blood Rituals, and the sacrifices." He pointed to the dead 
body on the altar. "I was much too poor to afford my own house, so | cast some weird witchy spell, which 
would leg lock him when he tried to run. Something just... happened to chase him in the woods. He tripped, he 
was torn to shreds. Poor little Dave just happened to stumble across the body. | got ownership to the house 
as my reward for slaying that vile beast.. and | got my core ingredient.” 


| was horrified This was a human being. Who somewhat cannibalised and killed other humans. 


"For what..?" | managed to squeak, and he smirked. 


"| don't know exactly, but it's meant to make me extremely powerful. It's ready right now, actually.” He grinned, 
taking another goblet of blood from that smaller altar, except it seemed to look like burning fire. 


Raising it to his lips, Dave drank, and | watched, sickened by the display. 

His eyes went black, save for the two, golden, harvest moon like orbs that watched me. 

He grinned a wicked grin as his head practically burst open, moaning at the pain with some sick pleasure, as 
horns spiralled from it. Fangs protruded from his gums and his back ripped open, exposing two, leathery bat 
wings. Bones popped, flesh tore, | was sick. 

He was bruised and bloodied all over, but he didn't seem to mind at all. In fact, he seemed to love it. 


Inhaling deeply, | watched as a long, snake like forked tongue left Dave's mouth, flicking in the air. 


"You have friends. Lars! Come herel" He barked, and hesitantly, the boy stepped out, Cliff close behind. That's 


when Dave took real interest. 

"Cliff! You camel" He grinned, and the man looked disgusted. 

"Cimere Angel Boy.." He coved, throwing an arm around the man, but he was quickly shrugged off 
Angel Boy?" | asked in confusion, but Dave and Cliff refused to give an answer. 

Instead, the redhead just grinned. "You never told them..? Fucking Hell Cliff" 

We were all piss scared. What could we do? 


"James. l'm just making myself a better me.." He purred, fingers tracing on my jawline, and | shuddered. His 
nails were ragged, but sharp. Blackening. He was pale as all fuck, and he just looked physically sick. Mentally too. 


If the whole ‘monsters in another world thing tripped me out, this was really fucking making it worse. 


| felt my breathing rising, becoming too quick for me to keep up with. My heart was pounding in my ears as 
the older one's tongue dipped inside my mouth, all with Cliff and Lars watching. 


It wasn't so much of a kiss, more of a trade. He wanted me to be able to taste the blood on his lips, and | 


almost gagged when he did so. His tongue, however, was forked, and it felt odd tracing around my mouth. 
When he pulled away, he sneered, curling his upper lip. 


That definitely wasn't a kiss. 


People didn't kiss the way he did. 


Dave had had girls over whilst | stayed with him, and he didn't kiss them like that. This was fucked up. He 
wanted me to join him. To get used to the taste of blood 


The another snap of his fingers, | heard bones popping, and Lars screaming in agony. 


After several minutes of pain, he was back as a deer-centaur, but he was crying. | picked up fairly quickly, 


that the potion didn't hurt when he transformed. 


"Don't hide yourself Lars! | like your little spots when you're like this!" Dave crooned, Cliff turning to talk to 


the brunette and comfort the shaken man. 


"You're fucking evill" | whispered, voice hoarse, and after he gave a low cackle, | took the dagger on the bench, 


and thrashed at him wildly, trying to cut him anyway | could. 
| sliced a big cut down his wings, watching as instead of screaming, he moaned. 
He was fucking disgusting. 


However, upon noticing the cut, he glared. "Fuck youl" He screamed, and | took Lars and Cliff, sprinting up the 


steps and running of his house. 
"People will fucking hear about this Dave! They willl" | screamed, and | heard his shouts of protest. 


"Don't fucking leave! You're not allowed to leave! Don't. Fucking Gol He screeched, and | saw Lars' face soften a 


little. 


"No Lars. Don't let him get to you." Cliff murmured, and we sprinted out of the house, locking the door behind 


us and as far away as possible, right out of Evergreen Helm. 


No way was | going back there with him 


The Little Mermaid 
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We ran. We fucking ran and we ran, hoping to escape what we saw that day. The images were forever burned 
into my head - the dripping blood from the redhead's mouth, the wings with pieces of skin hanging off, from 
bursting out of his flesh. 


| couldn't get over it, and | don't think Cliff or Lars could either. It was really traumatising. 


Lars led us to his herd, deep in the Evergreen Forest, and they were pretty accepting of us, actually. Much 
more accepting than the other people in the main village, just a few miles from there. 


Together, we would go hunting with the people, dance with their nightly fires, and join in with the banter. It was 
surprisingly fun. The women and children made flower crowns and daisy chains for us, and the little kids put 


them on our heads. It was really cute. 


Cliff seemed to really enjoy it, the most out of all of he and |. Lars just loved being with his people. He was so 


at peace. 


He was actually the son of the tribe-leader, meaning that eventually, he would become the chief. Lars said 
that scared him, but he was up to the challenge, if it meant people were happy. 


We stayed with his tribe for maybe a month or two, happy to help out as much as we could. There was 
waterfall nearby that Cliff and | would wash under, with other Centaur, and luckily for us, they didn't seem at 
all bothered by our naked bodies. | mean, they practically ran around naked, which was kind of disturbing to 
think about, in the case of Lars, but still. 


Eventually, we had to leave, and we made our ways out of the forest, and along cobble pathways and tracks, 
trying to find another town to stop at. We found Rutherford, near a large lagoon like area, called the Black 


Lagoon, or commonly, Siren Bay. 
We never visited there though, not until a few years after. But that was on different circumstances. 


From the steep cliff Rutherford stood on however, | spotted towering spires of mountains, and a giant black 


structure in the distance. Thick, dark smoke circled around the area, and Lars pursed his lips. 


"That's the Wastelands. And Blackreach Cape. Or the peninsula. | can't remember which." He started. "That place 
has been abandoned for ages. The old King used to live there, and then the Great War happened and.. Well.. 


Yeah. Necromancers and Black Magic users like to lurk around there. As well as all the other nasty monsters 


and stuff." 
| nodded, Cliff sighing. 


"Okay. | managed to get reservations at one of the inns. Here you are Lars. Your vial's low on juice." He 


mumbled, handing another small potion to the Centaur. 


"Oh! Thanks!" Lars replied happily, walking behind the rocks to drink the potion as Cliff chucked the spare 
clothes we brought at him. 


Finally, we were ready to live it up in the inn. Even if it was a pretty dingy, cheap one in the town 
EK 

It happened out of the blue, but fuck, | didn't want to believe it. 

Cliff - He. 

| could barely think about it. 

Carriage crash. 

Mountainside. 

Not here. 

Why? 

Why?! 

It wasn't fair, and as Lars and | stood in front of the grave with our new friend, we felt.. Empty. 
"Cliff, why'd you leave..2" | began slowly, the people walking by watching us oddly. 

"I didn't mean to James, you know that. It was an accident that couldn't be helped." 

"But - But we were best friends! The four of us against the world!" Lars squeaked, tears in his eyes. 
Cliff sighed, the glowing | noticed when we first met, more prominent than ever. 


‘| know. | love you guys, | really do. And I'm sorry." 


Our new friend cleared his throat. 


"For what its worth," He began. "I haven't known you as long as Lars and James have, but | admire you Cliff. l- 
We'll miss you." 


The brunette sighed again. 


lll miss you too Kirk" He murmured, saying a goodbye to each of us before walking off, the white, dove like 


wings grazing the ground as his visage slowly faded, before we couldn't see one bit of him. 


We met Kirk Von Hammett, as he called himself, by accident. After leaving Rutherford the first time we 
roosted there, we saw a smaller castle than the one up at Blackreach, and it was white. Almost seeming to 
glow | guess. It was embedded in the mountainside, bordering Evergreen Forest. Lars wanted me to investigate 


and see if we could see if anyone lived there, and upon reaching it, | found Kirk. 

He was a vampire, and | was naturally pretty frightened, but he reassured me he was a vegetarian, only 
feeding off of the blood of animals. | thought Lars would bolt. Nope. Strangely enough, the two became very 
close. Inseparable, I'd say. 

Like Cliff and |. 


Like Dave and | had once been. 


| wondered about Dave a lot, actually. What had happened to him? Had he been jailed? Was he dead? What was 
going on with him? He'd been quiet. 


Kirk told me he grew bored of being forever by himself in the castle he took residence in, so he followed us. 


Now, we were sitting at Siren Bay, a few weeks after our conversation and final goodbye with Cliff, and Gods, it 
had emotionally wrecked us all. 


With Lars and Kirk talking somewhere, | was on my own, and | saw a glimmer of light on the waves. Suddenly, | 


heard it - The most beautiful singing | had ever heard. 
This was the reason they called it ‘Siren Bay’, but yet, even after being warned, | still found myself attracted 
to it, pulling off my shirt and jeans that I'd had the whole time in this new world, beginning to wade through 


the water. 


The closer | got, the more the song affected me, and | saw a beautiful woman on the rocks, a Turquoise blue 


tail behind her. 


Mermaids. 


Of course, | wanted to see the Mermaid, and | approached her, watching the browny-copper coloured coils of 


hair as | faced the back of them. 


Wading through the water, | looked at her expectantly, before | was matched with something | wasn't prepared 
for. 


The Siren lunged at me, pulling me headfirst underwater and | felt nails digging into my flesh. 
It fucking hurt like Hell and blood seeped into the water as they did so. 


| heard the screams of the Siren and suddenly realised it wasn't a girl. This was a male! Lars had told me 
however, that there were no such things as male Siren. What was this?! 


We fought underwater for a while, my breath slowly running out as | tried to come back up for air, only to be 
denied it. | thrashed wildly in the water as | felt my vision fading in and out, before suddenly, the grip around 


my neck loosened. 


The Siren's tail had changed from blue to purple, and even he looked surprised. Slowly and tentatively, the 


merman looked at me, before dragging me up for a gasp of air, staring straight at me. 

"Who are you?" He asked, and | panted, gasping for air as | struggled to regain a steady breathing pace. 
"J-Ja-James." | stuttered, no strength to get the creature back for attacking me. 

"Vriinska'wa-ll Denyuukaar." He replied. 

What the fuck kinda name was that? 

Trying to pronounce it in the same, rolled tongue way that the Siren used, | eventually gave up. 


‘lm just going to call you.." | paused, thinking for a moment. "Jason" | sighed, rubbing the back of my neck 
before crawling back onto the rocks. What could | say? He looked like a Jason. 


The Siren watched me carefully, as if studying me. 

"Jay-Sun" He over pronounced, and | laughed. 

| went to leave the water, stepping out on the beach and sighing. | walked over to the rock | had previously 
been sitting on, before | realised Jason was lying on the sand, the ocean's water washing over his scales and 


gills. 


"Uhm.?" | murmured, and Jason flashed a smile. Fangs. Okay. 


Kirk and Lars walked over, the centaur carrying the vampire around on his back. Kirk looked the most peculiar 
out of everyone. A vampire, sure, but he didn't look like it. He looked absolutely adorable. Baby faced and boyish 


in every respect, and | wondered when exactly he'd been turned. Vampirism meant immortality, right? 
"Who's that?" The vampire asked, and | sighed. 

"Don't know how to pronounce. Named Jason" | muttered slowly, and Kirk nodded. 

"He has fangs. He's a Siren. But how? There are only girl ones." Lars asked, and | shrugged. 


"Guy-rens." | snickered, chuckling to myself as | watched Jason sprawl himself out, groaning as his tail waved 


around, before the spade of it hit the water hard. 

"He's bored" | mused, and Lars laughed. 

"Definitely. We should bring him with us.." He sighed, and | looked at him in confusion 
"lm not hauling a fucking fish with us Lars." 


Lars shook his head, waving his vial in my face. "We get more of this, and we can bring him with us. We just 


need a lot of water available, and to stop near rivers and shit" 
| nodded. 
"That could work" 


| looked at Jason, and he looked at me, his tail, which had started to fade, suddenly becoming that vibrant 


purple | saw earlier, and he looked away. 
"Would you like to do that Jason? Come with us?" 
Jason looked from the sea to us. 


"Yes." He muttered finally, smiling at me fondly. 


Captive Honour 
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"How dare he leave me! How fucking dare he?!" The redhead screamed, clawing at the wall where he had 
recently just pinned James, before he took off with Cliff and Lars. Hot tears burnt in his eyes. "How - How 
dare he.." He mumbled, sliding down the wall with his face in his hands, cracked and burning with sigils that 
spread down his body. 


He was definitely sick. In the time that James had stayed with him in Evergreen Helm, the man had delved 
further and further with his interest and lust for the Dark Arts, and it seemed he had just - Lost control. 


David Scott Mustaine had been born in Rutherford - a nice town, but not exactly what Dave had been looking 
for. His dad was an angry drunk and wrecked his life, and after his parents’ divorce, his family and mother 


moved in with his sister in another town; Lake Point. 
At fifteen, Dave was off on his own, and that's when it started. 


He'd started by redistributing drugs he had been given, and then he decided to make his own -- but that 


would require magic. 


Humans were naturally not the best at the arcane arts, but he was persistent, and mastered most adept 


spells and alchemy when he was eighteen years old. 


He got more into the darker shit, witches started letting him into cult meetings.. He was slowly rising to the 
top, and now? As he stood there, the brand searing on his flesh and the spiraled horns with leathery bat wings 
protruding from his flesh. He was so pale, he appeared almost a sickly green in colour, and the black 


appearance of his eyes burned with a fire. 


"I hate you James! | hate you! Fuck youl" The male screamed, before standing up and taking the dagger that 
James had used to tear at his wing -- which so far, he seemed fairly unaware of, just that he'd been 
attacked -- approaching the body and wildly stabbing it in his rage. The tears fell down his face as he 
continued stabbing the corpse of the man he had murdered, before collapsing onto the floor, sobbing. 


"Royal Guard! Come out with your hands up, Necromancer!" A man shouted, and Dave's attention slowly 
redirected to the armoured guards standing in the doorway. Each of them looked sick to the stomach at what 
they saw, and the smell didn't help either. 


"You're under arrest for manslaughter, necromancy, black magic, con-art, drug production and distribution.. 
The list goes on" The guard sneered, and quietly, Dave picked himself off the ground, the sniffing and crying 
had stopped, save for the redness around his eyes. 


"Okay." He murmured quietly, and the guards breathed a sigh of relief. 


Suddenly, Dave's stare grew cold, and flames burst in his hands. The orange of his eyes seemed To glow, and 


with a menacing growl, the man's lips curled into a sneer. 
"But did you really think | was going to come along quietly?" 


Yes. The confidence was coming back. He'd done this whole ritual for more power anyway and more power he 


fucking had. He was going to put it to the test. 


The guards withdrew their swords and maces, appearing panicked as they tried to think of ways to combat the 


man. 
A cold growl of a laugh escaped Dave's throat. 


"Poor, pathetic weaklings." He hissed, wings he did not notice thrusting forward and clapping together to create 
a small shockwave which sent the men stumbling. Before long, they were on fire, the smells of cooking flesh 
overpowering the one of rotting corpse, but Dave didn't care. He laughed maniacally, a crazed look in his eyes 
as he dug his jagged nails into their skin, tearing at it and cackling as he heard their screams. These were 


armoured quards for Christ's sake. 


Dave left the house, a raw fury in his eyes as he stood out the front of it, people screaming as he set fire to 


other houses, killing mercilessly. He was drunk on power, and it was all fueled with one core factor - James. 


"IIl fucking get you back James! You'll see! You'll fucking see!” He screamed, the whole town now alight and 


quickly burning. 
It was labelled as one of Gallhei's biggest town massacres in the last 100 years. 


eR 


We hadn't come across any witches yet, so Lars was still in deer-butt mode, and Jason followed us 
downstream as we walked along the rivers and such. We had no quest or goal. For Kirk, Jason, Lars and |, this 


was just.. Fun. But the thought of Dave wildly screaming at me still lingered in the back of my mind. 


Of course, we'd heard about the fucking massacre, eventually. Long after we'd left Lars’ tribe, which was so 
far in the forest, that it took news a /ot longer to reach. (None of the centaurs ever left the confines of the 


group anyway -- scared of what would happen if they did) 


It scared us. It scared me. That the town | had stayed in with him was now gone. The town | knew anyways. It 
was only halfways rebuilt, even now. The fact that someone had been practicing Black Magic right under their 
noses.. That must've been awful. 

It turns out, the man that Dave had originally killed was just one of tons of victims. 

Before | had arrived, he'd killed ten. During my stay, God knew how many.. But he didn't need their bodies for 
the final ritual. Just the body count According to Lars, all the girls coming over probably had something to do 


with it, because | had told Lars that on multiple occasions, Dave had seemed.. Bored 


"James!" Jason called out from the stream as Lars, Kirk and | sat gathered around a fire. It was dark, and we 


were in some forest that | didn't know the name of. Whatever. 


The Siren splashed around a little and | stared at him, smiling softly. Wow. He was pretty cute. Really cute. No. 
Stop. 


Lars leaned over. "Wow. He's cute." It was as if he read my thoughts. 
"Y-Yeah." | replied hoarsely. "It has to be a Siren thing. You know.. Tactics." 
Lars glanced at me, and Kirk laughed. 


"I think once you befriend them, they have no need for love magic James." The vampire teased, grinning at me 


with his fanged little smile. 

| glared at him. 

"Dickbag. Go back to fawning over Lars." | huffed, and both of them blushed vividly, avoiding looking at me. 
"What is it Jase?" | called out, and he laughed, propping himself up on the bank as he splashed his tail around. 
"Come swimming with me!" 

What? 

"0-Oh! Okay!" | exclaimed, slowly removing my shirt and jeans, blushing as Jason watched me. 


| got into the water, almost yelping at how cold it was, and almost immediately, | felt a warm, slightly slimy set 


of arms wrapping around my waist. 
"Uhm--" | began, and | heard Jason hush me. 


"You're cold. I'm going to keep you warm until you adjust." He whispered, pressing his forehead against the back 


of my own head, and | curled my lip as | saw Lars and Kirk giggling from where they sat with the fire. 


‘0-Oh... Thanks." | responded quietly, finding myself surprisingly liking the feel of the merman's arms around my 


waist. 

It felt -- Really good. 

Once | got adjusted, Jason let go, and | wished he didn't. What the fuck? We splashed around the water a bit, 
Jason letting me hook onto his back as we ducked underwater upon reaching a deeper part of the stream, and | 


managed to open my eyes up enough to look at the way his tail beat the water down, propelling us forward. 


When we poked our heads out of the water, | laughed, shaking my wet hair out of my face as | pulled away 
from Jason, and we resumed the splashing. 


"You look very nice James." Jason sighed, and caught off of my guard, | blushed. "Oh. Thanks. You two. You've 


got a really nice tail too. It looks nice. 
It was Jason's turn to blush. 
"T-Thank you." 

"No problem 


What the fuck was | feeling right now..? 


Five Magics 
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Jason and | were spending more and more time with eachother, since he was the newest to the group. We 
gave him a bit of crap about it, but | don't think he minded that much. Or maybe he did. We just -- We 
missed Cliff. 


| sighed, looking at the Siren with a smile as he rested in the lake nearby, as approaching the cottage where 


the Witch they were visited resided. 
"Hello..2" | called out, looking around at the strange potions and the cauldron centred in the middle of the room. 


| was expecting a hag. What | didn't expect, was a gorgeous woman to step out, with waist length blonde hair, 
sparkling blue eyes, and a warm smile. "Hello.?" She replied softly, and | grinned. 


"I'm James. | uh -- | was hoping you could help me." 


The woman smiled once more. "Giselle. And yes, of course. Not many people visit us Witches otherwise." She 


hummed, and | snickered. 

"My apologies." | offered. Already, my manners had improved a lot as | stayed here. | don't know why or how, 
but with the threat of armed guards and fucking Dave breathing down my neck, | couldn't afford to be rude to 
people. 

Besides, this chick was beautiful. 


"So.. What did you have in mind?" She asked. 


‘A blowjob maybe?” | thought, and by the way she stopped and stared at me a moment, | could've sworn she 
had read my thoughts. | hoped not. 


"Uh -- A potion that could allow my Mer friend to grow legs." | told her, and she nodded. 
"I think | still have a few vials here. How many were you after?" She asked in her honey-sweet voice. 
Lars had told me they'd be expensive. This was top grade stuff, right here. 


"Uh -- | have just enough for three.” | told her, and she nodded, grabbing them and handing them over to me. 


| passed her the gold | had, and she tucked them away in a pocket in her robes. Just as | was about to leave, 
she stopped me. "I know what you were thinking, by the way." She told me, and | blushed scarlet. 


"Fuck..." | grumbled, and she snickered. 


"Come around here anytime blondie, l'm sure we could work something out." She purred, and as a strangled 
noise left my throat, | hastily made my way out of the shop, knowing that Jason would be waiting for me. 


XE% 
Fuck. 
If | expected Jason's human form to look less than attractive | was dead fucking wrong. 


| didn't know if it was just fucking so and so many years without getting any, or some other weird thing but | 
found myself strangely attracted to him. Maybe it was Siren magic. Yeah. Gotta be that... Right? 


The fact was -- was that, without any clothes, he was standing before me, naked, wobbling on his new two 


legs, before | helped him sit down. 

It -- Let's just say that for some reason.. A part of me really liked what | saw. 

| tried to look away, and for the most part, | succeeded, but | don't think Jason really saw what was so.. bad 
about it. No. After all, Lars was basically walking around naked. Technically. Minus any tunics he wore when the 


days and nights grew colder. 


We were heading to the Carlien Empire -- The capital of Gallhei. We didn't really know why. None of us had 
been there. Maybe minus Kirk. Who knew..? 


"What's wrong James..°" Jason piped up, and | was torn from the thoughts | began mulling on purpose, so that 


| wouldn't have to face this weird.. Attraction Dammit. 
"Nothing! Nothing's wrong Jason!" | exclaimed, and he hummed, the fin like ears he had twitching a little, and | 
bit my lip. Kirk, Lars and Jason all had funny ears. Lars had the deer ones, Kirk had pointy, Elf-like ones, and 


Jason had ears that resembled fins. | kinda found them cute eventually. 


Dave had elongated ears like that, but only after the ritual. However, now that | thought about it, they were 
slightly pointed before too. 


| shuddered as | thought about it. 


"Why do you keep staring at my legs then?" He asked meekly, and | swallowed. 


"They're rice” | told him suddenly, and he cocked his head, extending a hand to catch mire. 

"You're lying" He whispered, and | looked at the curly-haired male, heart racing as he bared his teeth a litte. 
Im not 

"Yes you are. Your face is all red. Like Lars and Kirk's when you catch them alone together: 

Oh yes. Lars and Kirk's relationship had been slowly getting closer, and | wondered how itd actually work 
Especially if they were to.. Yknow.. | figured Lars would just use one of his potions, but | guess in a ‘mythical 


world, people could be chill with that sort of thing. 


| didn't answer Jason, avoiding his gaze as he hummed, drawing me even closer, until our lips were a 
hairsbreadth apart. 


"Are you not allowed to look there..?" He asked, and | swallowed. 


Its not that l'm not allowed --" | began, hearing the sound of my heart in my ears. "Its that -- For Humans. 


That's --" 
| was cut off when | noticed Jason's large grin 


"| get it. m not stupid James." He laughed, and | was surprised to hear how casual he sounded, rather than 
the timid, almost toddler-like curiosity he had in his voice. "I've grown up with female Sirens. | know how you 


menfolk work." He cooed, and | blushed even more. 
"James." He started again, and a strangled noise left my throat. 


"Uh-huh..2" | answered, and he smirked, a slightly clawed hand reaching up to caress my cheek as he drew me 
in, brushing his lips against mine softly, my whiskery face scratching his a little as we kissed, lips molding 
together as we did so. 


| let a little moan leave me, feeling a slightly odd feeling tongue force itself in my mouth, exploring it. Fucking 


Hell. 


He moved from my mouth to my neck, biting and nipping at it with his fangs, and with the way | yelpea, | 


could've sworn he drew blood at some point. 


More groans escaped me as he kissed my neck, using all my strength to heave Jason up, carrying him to the 
nearest tree, where | pinned him there, feeling his new, human cock pressing up against me as he wrapped his 


legs around my waist. 


Fuck.. This had to be a Siren thing. There had to be no other reason why | felt like Jason was so irresistible. 


His nails fiddled with my pants when he saw me struggling with them, as well as pinning him to the tree, and 
after a bit of effort, | sat Jason down, shed the restricting clothing and retook both of our positions, my hard 
length pressing up against him in turn, drawing beautiful little gasps from him. 


| wondered for a moment, if this fucking world had any lube or condoms or something, and it seemed like Jason 
had some idea of what | was thinking. 


"You can do it. It won't hurt. Natural." He gasped as | attacked his neck, and | didn't hear the rest of his 


sentence after that. 


Still, | spat on my fingers, making sure they were slick enough for my liking, before | pushed them inside of 
Jason, grinning at the loud moan escaping the Siren as | fingered him. Fuck.. Yes. | loved this. | had fucking 
missed this. Being able to fuck someone. Once again, in the years since I'd been here, | hadn't gotten the chance 
to. | didn't want to take advantage of any of the girls | saw, and besides, apart from fuckin’ Giselle, none of 
them appealed to me anyways. But Jason..? | don't care if it was his fucking voodoo magic. | was drawn to him 


since day one, even after he tried to drown me and tear out my throat. 
| pushed another finger in, pumping in and out before | felt like he was ready, the tip of my cock pressing 
against his entrance as we dropped to the floor, me hovering over him with a hungry expression, the grass 


tickling our bare skin. 


Slowly, | entered him, moaning and gasping as | felt his tightness around my length, Jason's claws digging into 


the ground as he bit his lip hard enough to cause it to bleed. 


"Fuck -- Fuck!" | growled, and all | got in response was moans as | began rocking my hips back and forth, 


Jason's new legs wrapping around me once more as he pushed me into him even more. 
| thrusted in and out, going harder, faster, more aggressive. 


It was pitch black, save from the moon glistening on the water Jason had previously emerged from, and the 
glow of our campfire somewhere off in the distance. And the fireflies. They were nice. 


We were - hopefully - all alone, and | was basking in the Siren's moans. 


| continued pounding into Jason, his cock twitching and begging for attention, and he seemed extremely unused 


to it, his loud cries and moans practically demanding someone do something about it. 


Placing one hand on Jason's shoulder as | tried to push in and out of him, | used my other one to stroke him 


off, smirking at Jason's screams. 


‘James! J-James! Yes! Yes! Please..! Oh! Eeas! Eeas! Jason yelled out, and | gathered that the last two words 


were something in his own language - Mermish. 

Between my grunts and his moans, we were being pretty loud actually, and when | felt my climax building, | 
made sure to go as hard as | could, before releasing, my seed filling the water-dweller right up, and not longer 
after, he did too, and | felt his whole body jerk and shudder, the most gorgeous cries and screams rolling off 
of his tongue, all mixed with my name. Fucking Hell. 

We lay together, breathing ragged and chests heaving. What the fuck had just happened? 

"James -- James.. Thank you." Jason moaned and | blushed. 


"N-No problem.." | panted, looking up at the night sky as | bit my lip. 


| was really glad we got this fucker some legs. Even if it was just fucking temporary. 


Monster 
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"Where were you guys last night?!" Lars exclaimed, stamping his hooves down upon the earthy ground, Kirk 
pursing his lips as his eyes raked Jason and |. 


Swallowing thickly, | blushed. 


"We went for a walk. | was helping Jason get used to his legs and shit." | told them, and | felt like | was 


unconvincing. | probably was. 
‘Oh. Okay." Lars responded, but looking at the vampire beside him, | knew that he didn't believe a word of it. 


Jason just sat quietly on a rock nearby, tail splashing in and out of the water absent-mindedly as he tried to 


avoid making a comment. 

The night prior had been --- Wow.. There weren't many words at all that | had to describe how much | 
fucking loved it. | loved fucking him. Maybe it was just that | was horny as Hell and hadn't gotten any for a 
few years whilst I'd been here. Whatever. The point was, was that | enjoyed myself. Jason enjoyed himself. We 
were going to see if we could make it a regular arrangement. 

But no-one could know. 

Not even Kirk or Lars. | don't care if they thought that they knew. | wouldn't openly admit it. No way. 

"So - you guys went for a walk? How do your legs feel Jase..2" Kirk asked, and he blushed crimson 

Real subtle Jason Real subtle. 

"Good! It was - | was a bit wobbly, but.. James helped me." He mumbled, and | struggled not to kiss him and his 
stupid face. He was so shy now, and it was driving me crazy. | loved how cute and quiet he got when he was 
like this. 


Kirk nodded. "Okay. Cool” He sighed, and | looked at the ground, fiddling with my fingers in my lap. 


eR 


ltd been years since he ran Since he left me. Deserted me. But | had moved past it. Yes. | was the better of 


us. 

It didn't matter that I'd never felt happier than when | saw James pottering around my house, fiddling with the 
lutes in the cupboard, or reading some of the books | had. Or even playing that gorgeous guitar he made 
himself. 

It didn't matter that | loved watching him play with my dog, rubbing her belly and throwing sticks. 

It didn't matter that | finally had a friend who appreciated me. 

He just couldn't accept that | did this in my spare time. 

This being ‘Satanism’, as he had called it. We just called it plain old Black Magic, but whatever. I'd take it. 

| swallowed thickly, clawed hands hitting the wall beside the mirror | stared into. Why did he look so scared? | 
mean, apart from how fucking gnarly my hands were.. | looked normal. | still had my short, red hair, nice brown 


eyes.. | was staring at the same Dave | had seen years ago. Why did he look so fucking scared?! 


"Maybe because you've got leathery fucking bat wings and those horns." | heard a voice murmur, and | 


realised | had spoken that last bit out loud. 
Turning around slowly, | bared my teeth. What the fuck was this loser talking about?! 
What did he mean ‘horns’? 


"Who the fuck are you?" | snarled, and he retreated back, but not before flashing his own teeth, and | saw 
fangs. 


The man before me had nice, mousy brown hair, with pointed -- slightly hairy - ears. He had kind looking eyes 


and an almost child-like look about him. 

"David David Ellefson" He told me, and | sneered, curling my upper lip as | looked him up and down 

"Dave Mustaine. What are you?" | asked, and David rubbed the back of his neck 

"Werewolf. Second class” 

A second class werewolf was a werewolf who wasn't quite Dire Wolf size - a giant, hulking beast - but did 
have that appearance. They did have quite human like hands in a way, with clawed thumbs and shit. A third 


class werewolf was the man-wolves. Ugly, gross things, but savage. 


"Okay." 


He gazed at me. 
"What are you?" 


"Human.. What else would | be..?" | responded slowly, and David furrowed his brows, reaching behind me and 


touching on top of my head and my shoulder blades. 


"No you're not. You're a Demon" He whispered, and | didn't know what to respond with. | looked human. What 


the fuck was he talking about? 
David paused, his expression looking more concerned. 
"You can't see it, can you?" He asked, and | still didn't say anything. 


"Fuck - I've only read about these cases.. Fucking Hell." The werewolf hissed, walking away from me with his 


head in his hands. 

"What?!" | shouted, and he returned to me. 

"Human to Demon. Fuck.. They can't - You did the Blood Ritual didn't you? Sacrifice like, twenty virgin women - 
but not after fucking them first - then killing even more.. And drinking all their blood or some shit. What the 
fuck.. You fucking did that didn't you?" David asked, and | swallowed. 


This fucking kid.. How fucking old was he anyways? When | met James, he had been just about eighteen, and | 
was twenty. Now.. Who knew..? 


James had already told me that he wasn't from... Here. Another world or some shit. He told me time worked 


differently, so who even fucking knew? 
"Yeah. | did it" | told him nonchalantly, almost bragging about it. 
David looked like he was going to be sick. 


"Fucking Hell.. So yeah. You can't - You won't be able to see what you've become for.. A while. Because your 


body's still fighting it” 


| fell silent, looking in the mirror again. Now that | thought about it, | had fucking caused the deaths of soldiers 
when James left from this gust of wind. Was it the wings? Yeah. | could see them now. 


But everything else..? No. 


"How did you get in here?" | asked him, and he scrunched his face in thought. 


"Sir... You're in a public inn. I'm the bartender. You scared off all the customers." He murmured, and | couldn't 


believe my ears. 


"0-Oh... Did |..2" For a split second, | felt really bad, but then | realised, hey! I'm top dog! If | have that ability, 


who knew what else | could do? 
Curling my lip, | laughed coldly. "I did, didn't 1?" | sighed, and David looked a little irked. 


"Look. | have to make money. | have no customers. Either you're going to drop the act and talk to me about all 


of this, or I'll throw you out" 
Raising a clawed hand, a ball of blue flame ignited, and | glared at him. "Oh, no you won't" 


David groaned, grabbing my wrist and dragging me to the bar. Oh. Okay. No-one had even touched me like that 


for a while. Wow. 

The other male ducked behind the bar, pulling out several bottles of mead and ale. "Have some drinks on me. 
Maybe that'll loosen your tongue." 

| raised a brow, eyes looking from David to the bottles. 

"You have yourself a deal friend” 

Raising one of the bottle's to my lips, | swallowed the honey coloured liquid, gasping when | was done. 

| flashed a smirk to the other ‘Dave', and sighed. 

He was staring at me. 

"What do you want.?" | asked, raising a brow. 

He groaned once more. 

"Now its time for you talk” 

XE% 

We sat and spoke for a while, and | told David everything about James leaving me, and the rituals | did. Okay. 
So maybe | might've gone a bit foo into detail with the girls | laid too. Don't get me wrong, all of it was 
consensual, but that didn't mean that at times | couldn't be a bit rough. They seemed to like it though. The 


way those girls gasped my name. The way their flesh felt beneath my skin.. -- Fuck. No. Don't think about that 
here with David. 


'So.. Did you -- The way you talk about James." David began, clearing his throat and ripping me from my 
trance-like state. 


"Yeah..? What about him..?" | asked, my voice growing a little colder. David had noticed that with the alcohol 
bringing out my true self, | looked a little different. Less.. Evil. | couldn't see for myself yet, so | wouldn't know. 
But it interested me a lot. 

The brunette sighed, biting his lip as he scratched at his ears. 


"Did you -- Were you and James in a relationship..? You speak with him with such fucking passion and 


conviction.” David murmured, and | choked on my drink 


"No! No-- No! We fucking weren't!" | yelled out, my pale face burning as a blush crept across my cheeks and | 
stood up abruptly, turning my back on the other. 


‘lm sorry.. Its not a bad thing.. l'm -- | didn't--" 
| cut him off, scowling. 


"Thank you for the beer, and thank you for the hospitality, but I'm going to fucking bed" | hissed, walking to 


my room. 


‘tm sorry!" David cried out, but it was too late, | slammed the door shut, collapsing onto the mattress as | 


heaved a sigh, tears springing to my eyes a little as | thought about him. 
‘Were you and James in a relationshp..? 


| guess you could've called it that. 


Antlers 
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| was set to become the Prince of my people. The ruler. As soon as the Chief - my father - passed away, it 
would be me leading my herd. But |-- | didn't know if | wanted to lead anymore. We had no discernible quest. 
James had explained his whole situation to us, and eventually, he just decided to roll with the fact he had no 
idea how to get home, so we became closer than ever. He wanted to travel all around Gallhei, find the best 
game, see the sights, explore. We did too. Just a band of friends, living it up. 

But something was eating him up, and | think it was eating me up too. Fuckin’ Dave. 


Where was the fucker now? | mean, he'd burnt down Evergreen, and then -- silence. We hadn't heard anything 


of him since. 


Then again, we'd been occupying a forest for a few months. We made a fucking camp and everything. Houses in 


the canopies. Yeah. It was great. 


Of course, being.. What | was.. | had a little trouble getting up there, and whilst James and Kirk chilled in the 


trees, Jason and | would often keep eachother company. 

But sometimes.. Kirk would join me. 

Fuck -- A human and a centaur.. Was it even possible? A vampire and a centaur no less. 

| wished to caress his skin, no matter how cold.. to keep him warm, to look after him. But no. 
It couldn't be done. 

Could it? 


| mean, | had my potions. I'd also heard of ways that someone without human legs could permanently keep 


them. 
If it meant being with him, sure. I'd go human. 
But -- Yeah. 


| picked at the ground with my hooves, fingers moving to tuck my hair behind my ears, grazing my antlers in 


the process. 

| failed to notice the male sneaking up behind me. 

‘lm going to make you a flower chain to wrap around those things. They're so bland" He sighed, and | felt 
myself blush. Gosh.. His voice.. To me, it sultry.. Seductive.. Everything a vampire's voice should be. Even if it 
was on the high side, and dorky as fuck to everyone else. Even if he was ‘vegan’, making him not a proper 
vampire. 


"Oh. Okay Kirk. Thanks." | mumbled, and he smiled at me -- that fanged, toothy smile. Fuck. 


"No problem. I'm already starting it, see..?" The darker male sighed, and | craned my neck to see Kirk picking up 
several daisies off of the ground, and | smiled again. 


‘lm gonna hop on your back one day and charge off to battle. | can see it now." Kirk piped up, and | giggled. 

"| guess that means you'll be riding me then." | purred with a teasing smirk. Kirk choked out a laugh. 

"Yeah, | will won't |?" He laughed, and | sighed once more, a faint blush creeping across my cheeks. 

He took my hand in his and | looked at him, a little surprised at first, before he brushed his lips against mine. 
We've kissed before -- all mocking of course. James got all embarrassed. He obviously had the hots for Jason. 
Anyone could see that. 

But this..? It was.. Different: 

| leaned into it, my tongue tracing on the tender and plump flesh, asking for entrance, which Kirk obliged. With 
my fore and hind legs tucked away, | used my arms to wrap around his neck, deepening the kiss as my fingers 
wound through his curls. By the Gods.. | couldn't believe it. | could hear James and Jason talking nearby, so we 
tried to be as quiet as we can, but fuck, was it hard when | moaned into Kirk's mouth, our tongues fighting for 
dominance. 

"Lars! Kirk! Supper's onl" | heard James bellow, but we both didn't want to leave eachother. 

| could see the bulge growing in Kirk's pants, and | bit my lip, my fingers grazing it and | shuddered when | 
heard the tiny mewls and whimpers that escaped him as | did so. | went to untie his pants, attacking his mouth 


again passionately. 


"Lars! Kirk! What the fuck are you doing?!" James yelled out again, and | turned around to see him staring 
straight at us, a rosy blush on his cheeks. 


We broke apart, a string of saliva connecting us as we looked at James. 


"Nothing!" | cried out, and we both scrambled to our feet, me taking a little longer with my extra ones, Kirk 
struggling not to laugh before he crossed his own legs to try and conceal his hard on. 


"Didn't look like nothing!" James exclaimed before walking Kirk and shoving him away from me. "Diner's on!" 
For a second, | was surprised James didn't patronize us further, but | rolled with it, following Kirk and the 
blonde out to join Jason, who was sitting on one of the rocks. We'd stationed a fire closer to him, using that 
rock as a sort of table, since it had a flat surface. 

"You two were kissing and shit." Jason mused absent-mindedly, and | blushed. 


"How do you know?" | asked, and he stuck his tongue out at me. 


‘| swam over and watched you. You were feeling him up and all" The merman said with a sly grin, and Kirk 


huffed. 


"Like you and James aren't any better.. We hear you when you've got your legs. ‘Oh James! Yes! James!" Kirk 
sneered, following with trill, almost feminine sounding moans. No doubt how he probably moaned.. His voice was 


high enough.. | saw James’ face flush and | smirked. 

Sweet, sweet revenge. 

"Psst.. Deer-Butt.." | heard Kirk whisper, and | turned to look at him, smiling warmly as he scooted his hand 
closer to mine as James served up dinner - Fish for he and Jason, rabbit for me and assorted vegetables for 
Kirk and |. | could eat meat, with my human mouth, and | did have more tolerance for it, but eh.. Kirk ate the 
shit, but he typically tried to stay away from it. If he got blood cravings, he just drank from animals, no biggie. 
When he'd drained the bodies, he'd try and bury them. He wanted to give them a proper send off. It was 


sweet. 


Our fingers entwined and | hummed softly as | glanced at him, picking at the salad we were given with my 


fingers as | raised pieces of it to my mouth. 


"So -- What are we actually doing exactly? We've been in these woods for ages now." James murmured, and | 


shrugged. 


"| dunno.. Whatever we want | guess. | mean, he’s not gonna find us, we're all content here. We can take you to 


the Empire soon. We're close." 
Kirk sighed. 
"More sun walking?" He asked, and | nodded. 


Contrary to what James had told us, vampires didn't burn in sunlight. They just became incredibly sluggish and 


fell asleep a lot. It was a pain in the ass really. 

"Yeah." | sighed, and he groaned. 

"Oh man." 

| smiled at him, and when James and Jason weren't looking | stole a kiss, pulling away and snickering to myself. 
"You're too cute Kirky." 

He grinned. 


"You too Larsy..” 


Sweating Bullets 
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There was nothing better feeling than the smell of sex. The taste of it. The feel of it. It was --- The greatest 


high anyone could ever get. 

| lay there with David - who I'd fondly nicknamed ‘Junior’ - in bed, alone in the inn. 
Except we weren't entirely alone. 

There was a girl, of course. 


The inn had long since closed, since | refused to leave, and David made do. | found money for him. He was 


happy. 


He'd scurried his lit werewolf butt around, searching for various books and tomes on the type of magic | did, 
and helped me contain it. Helped me control it. 


Almost at will, | could almost wish away the horns, the wings, blacked out eyes, the vast majority of my now 
pointed ears.. The tail that | so happened to be sporting recently.. Anything... odd Except, | did have slight 
tapers on the cartilage of my ear. We couldn't help that. We couldn't help how pale and sick | looked either. | 
still couldn't see it though. 


The brand on my chest had long since scarred, and when David found out about it, he had frowned 


disapprovingly. He was like a worried mother really. 

So here Junior and | were, fucking this chick to the high heavens. 

Well, at the moment it was just me. 

He sat up, watching as the pretty blonde rode me, and with each buck and thrust of my hips into her heat, | 


would chance a look over to the brunette male, watching as he bit his lip. The way her busty tits bounced, the 


sounds of her cries and screams. 
"Dave! Dave! Fuck yes! Dave! Oh God!" 


Her voice erupted into trill screams as she climaxed, and | kept going, flipping her onto her back and watching 


as David pumped his own member, thumb smoothing over the tip as he grunted and groaned along with me, 
staring at us whilst | pounded into this girl. 


| didn't know her name. 
It didn't matter to me. She was just another fuck. 


| groaned as my name rolled off that pretty lil! tongue that had been working me earlier, fingers digging into 
her ass as | repeatedly thrust into her. 


My head was spinning and | felt a giddy rush to my it. 
When | regained my vision, | stared down at the chick 
Wait a second. 

This wasn't a girl. 


Suddenly, this chick's tits were gone, shapely body more firm, almost white blonde hair, dirtier, and it fell in 
curls instead of straight tresses. 


| scrunched up my already strained face in confusion, moaning as | felt how tight my fuck felt. The way their 
walls felt around my dick. 


Fucking hell. 


The moans sounded much more masculine, and | felt sick to my stomach as the room spun. Still, | hadn't 


reached my climax and | always finished. | never just fucking left it. 
That was stupid. 


"Dave! Dave! Fuck! Fuck me Dave! Harder! Is that all you got you pussy?!" The voice grunted, and | finally 


realised who it was, a seedy smirk spreading across my face. 


"IIl fuck you James! You just fucking watch" | screeched, digging my fingernails into the tender skin as | 


continued my pounding. 


| lost control of my magic, and boom, the whole kit was back, wings erupting from my skin, with the horns, 


claws, eyes and tail following suit. 
"Dave!" Junior cried out, but | ignored him. 


No way was he touching James. 


James was mine. 

"You're mine James! How dare you fucking leave?! I'll fucking kill you! You're meant to be with me! Slut" | yelled 
furiously, and | felt firm hands on my shoulders, tearing me off of James with much more force than | 
expected they had. 

| turned around, ready to kill the person who defied me, to see David. But - He was different too. 


Sure, he wasn't a wolf or anything, but he was getting there. 


His eyes burned yellow, his arms and body hairier than usual, carines sharp, bared and pointed as low growls 
escaped his throat. 


| growled back. 


| lashed out at him, a bloodcurdling scream escaping my throat as | tried to tear out his throat, and | watched 
as he shoved me against the wall, taking my head in his hands and forcing me to stare at James. 


He was gone. 
| was staring back at the girl, tears staining her cheeks. 
"You were hurting her you fucking psycho!" 


The girl sniffed, and | dropped to the ground, watching as she lay, shivering on the bed, and David helped her 


up, draping a blanket over her shoulders. 

"N-No.. It's fine - | mean.. It hurt... But.. l-l like it rough..." The girl mumbled, but Junior remained unconvinced. 
"Still." He murmured, glaring at me as he shimmied on a pair of slacks, and | stared at them both. 

"Why are you crying then.?" | managed to get out, and | realised just how emotionless and uncaring | sounded. 

Shit. 

"Because you were fucking scaring me Dave!" She exclaimed, nuzzling closer into David. "You still are! What you 

are... lts not fucking normall l'm a pixie, | can put up with werewolves, vampires.. But what you are?! I've - I've 
never - You're a monster!" 


"Well, you agreed to fuck me." | sneered, and she looked mortified. 


"| agreed to fuck a human! A human who did magic sure, but a human nonetheless. Not a fucking - Not a 


fucking demorl" She spat, and | looked back at the ground. 


There was a moment of silence as she got dressed, and David helped her, refusing to talk to me when | tried 


to engage in conversation. 

Just as she was about to leave, she turned to me. 

"My name's Holly, not James, and whoever that guy is.. You really have to go sort out whatever weird issues 
you have with him.. Seriously. Its fucking frightening that you saw me as someone else. You shouldn't be 
allowed near people at all. | feel sorry for that fucker." She whispered, and David ushered her out of the 
building, and | sat there, drawing my legs close to me as | held them, tail wrapping around my body with my 
wings, in a sort of protective cocoon 

When David returned, | looked at him slowly, awaiting what he was going to say. 

"Get out." 

| didn't expect that. 

"| don't care if she enjoyed that or not, you fucking freaked her the fuck out. You freaked me out. You drove 
out my customers to the point | had to shut down. You are fucking leaving here Dave." He growled, and 
suddenly, all | felt was rage. 

No way. 

He wasn't going to fucking abandon me like James did. 

No fucking way would | stand for that. Not again. 

| stood up abruptly, pulling my own pair of pants on, before | pinned him against the wall, a sneer on my face. 
"Who the fuck do you think you are David?!" | screamed, yet he remained resolute. 

"Get out of my fucking inn. You're not welcome here." 

Flames burst and bubbled in my hands, and | set the bed on fire in one quick go. 

He tried to stay calm as | swept through the room, smashing all | could find and sending it up in flames, but | 
could tell he was weakening. He had valuable mementos here as well, that he had expressed on multiple 


occasions that he didn't want to lose. 


Just as he thought he lost it all, | cackled lowly, and with a click of my fingers as he ran to try and salvage 


his burning souvenirs and special items, the fire was gone, and they were perfectly fine. 


"You wouldn't dare leave me David. Because you know what | can do. You could rule the world with me Junior. 
Just you and me.." | whispered, grazing a claw under his chin seductively, nibbling on the lobe of his ear, and 


his face flushed. 
"You're more powerful." he muttered, blushing madly as my fingers dipped under his waistband. 
"Apparently so.." | hissed, and he moaned. 


"No. No, you don't understand.. its after you - After you have sex with someone, you always get more 


fucking powerful." David gasped, and | took his aching length in my hands. 


| wasn't actually going to do anything, just tease him. | didn't know why. | just knew that it was fun and he 
hated it. 


| laughed. "Yeah, sex is great..." | purred, cupping his balls in my hand before | pulled away, and a strangled gasp 
left his throat. 


"No. | know what you are now. l-I know what you've become..” He whispered, and | rolled my eyes. 


"What..? A demon? Thanks for the heads-up jackass." | hissed as | ran my tongue up his neck, suckling on the 
skin and causing the man to groan, before he pushed me off him. 


| sneered. 

David scowled. 

"More along the lines of an incubus." 

Now | was just confused. 

"Incubus..." | asked, playing dumber than | was. 


"Sex demon. You basically become more powerful after sex, and.. In worse cases, one of your kind will take it 


any way they can. No matter if the other party.. Agrees or not." 
"I was human before this..." | sighed, and he shook his head. 


"Doesn't matter. If you did the Blood Ritual, you've become a demon. Whatever you choose to do after that, 
effects what type of demon you are!" 


"How do you know all of this?!" | exclaimed suddenly, lips inches from his as | growled. 


"| just do. | read. Fucking get out. Right now." 
| still wouldn't leave. 


"fm not leaving! | screamed, throwing him over my shoulder as | stormed out of the inn, my other hand 


snapping and suddenly, we were engulfed in flames, all in public eye. 


| heard screams and the shouts of preachers and pastors ordering me to repent for my sins, lest the Gods 


have their way with me and claim my blackening soul, but | didn’t care. 
The next thing | knew, we were in.. A palace.. Yes. This was much more suited to my taste. 


It was completely white marble, and | noticed we were in a large and rather luxurious bedroom, thus | 


carefully laid David - who'd passed out from shock - upon the bed. 
Gazing upon the tapestries, | worked out where we were. 
The Grand Palace of the Carlien Empire. The capital city of Gallhei. 


The King was old and had been ruling far too long. | knew James had wanted to visit the Empire with Lars, Cliff 
and | before he.. Left. It seemed coincidental that my magic had taken us here of all places, but hey.. 


James was set in his ways, and | knew he'd most likely come here eventually. 

And the King, once again, was old. 

| was reborn to be King. And | could give James a welcome back party in the process. 
Gazing into the wall length mirror a little while off, | grinned wickedly, approaching it. 
| could see it all now. | could see what everyone else did. 

Touching my face, my smirk grew wider, more evil and vile. 


"Hello me.. Meet the real me..." | hissed, a dark chuckle leaving my throat as | smirked. Oh yes, this was 


perfect 


Terror Twins 


"Lars! Wake up!" Kirk screamed, shaking me to try and rip me from my slumber, and | stared at him with 


droopy and sleepy eyes. 


"What -- What is it Kirk?" | asked quietly, struggling to get onto my feet, which were tired and shaky from 


sleep. 


The vampire looked frightened out of his mind and | felt scared for him. What was going on? | heard James 
shouting in the distance. 


Jason sounded worried as fuck. 


Looking around, | spotted smoke, quite close to where the camp was situated, and | heard the heavy steps of 
what just had to be a giant mass of people. 


We regrouped, and the tension in the air was thick. | felt strangled. 


Finally, the strangers emerged, and they were decked out in full, obsidian like black armour, one of them 


carrying a large flag. 
"That's the Carlien Empire flag." Kirk mumbled, and | tilted my head. It didn't exactly look how | remembered. 
For one, there was a big red slash through the middle of it, and some weird sigils that looked sloppily painted 


on. 


"What the fuck happened to it..?" James muttered lowly, before one of the soldier's approached him, pressing 


his sword against the man's chest. 


"How about you shut your mouth? You're all under arrest" The burly man exclaimed, and | looked to the 


others in confusion. 
"On what charge?" James scoffed, and the sword was prodded harder against his skin. | saw him wince. 


"Crimes against the King." He muttered, and once again, the looks of blasphemy and confusion rang around our 


little group. 
"We haven't done anything against the King!" | yelled, getting fired up now, but they didn't want to hear it. 


We watched as the guards did their thing, wrapping binds around our arms. 


"Wait!" The head guard yelled, and the binding stopped. 

"What is it boss?" Another called out. 

"He only wants the tall blonde one!" 

James bit his lip. 

| noticed Jason glaring a little. 

They let us go, restraining us so we couldn't help James at all, before they spoke up again 


"Apparently the centaur was with him back then! Maybe we'll get an even better reward if we bag and tag 
both!" 


"Good ideal" 

| looked around to see several men holding crossbows pointed at us, and another weapon that looked like it 
could fire something. | tried to run. | was down in an instant, my feet netted and bound together as | fell, 
skidding across the dirt. 


The others had given up and | too, knew that resistance was futile.. But still 


As they began loading us into the carts they had drawn, | thought | heard screaming in the distance, but it 


wasn't... frightened screaming. 
Ignoring it, | looked over to Kirk with a desperate expression, before | heard it again 
.. Louder than ever. 


We all turned to stare at the direction in which the screaming was coming from, to see two men with jet black 


hair launch at us. 
Except, they didn't look at all human. They had pointed ears, leathery and torn bat wings, horns spiraling out of 
the heads, wicked coal black eyes, with only small golden brown orbs visible of them. One had green. Demons 


like Dave. | was starting to get scared. 


Then suddenly, they swung past, knocking out the guards with us and using their claws to kill or maim others, 


before releasing us, giggling like morons. 
"Uh - Thanks." James mumbled, rubbing his arms, and they grinned. 


"No problem!" One of them exclaimed, looking to his more wiry and thin friend with a sly smirk. 


‘I'm James. This is Lars, Kirk and Jason" The blonde man announced, and they nodded. 
"Tommy Lee and Nikki Sixx" The thinner of the two responded, and | pursed my lips slightly. 
Were these guys working for Dave? 

"You guys are demons." | announced suddenly, and | could tell James thought the same. 
"And..2" Tommy sighed, and | furrowed my brows. 

"Arent you running with Dave Mustaine..?" Kirk jumped in, and they scoffed. 


"No. We're wild spirits. We're not being chained down by that dickwad. They're all dickwads. We're demons! 
Incubi, fire nymphs... All that shit! We're not mean to be ruled" Nikki exclaimed. "We're not all evil." 


| frowned. 
"So you think Dave's evil as well.?" 
Tommy stuck a forked tongue out. 


"Yeah, but no. He's fuckin’ cool. We've hung out with him a bit. A lil fucked in the head but aren't we all?" He 


cackled, walking us into the forest. 

"Where are we going? | need water soon.." Jason mumbled, and Nikki smiled. 

"You're a fish aren'ticha? Don't worry, there's plenty of water where we're taking you." 
James looked worried. 

"Where are you taking us..?" He asked, and Tommy grinned. 

"Mystic Grove." 

Kirk inhaled deeply. 

"That's where all the -" 


"Fun is! Yeah!" Nikki interrupted, and we were lead into the murky darkness, further and further away from 
the Carlien Empire, and closer and closer to The Wastelands. 


The Garden 
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As James, Jason, Kirk, Lars, Nikki and Tommy entered the grove, there was an awe of wonderment and 


curiosity about everything and James sucked in a deep breath as he took in his surroundings. 

"We're herel" Nikki announced, rather matter-of-factly to be honest, and Lars sighed 

"IFs gorgeous." 

Kirk looked unnerved. 

When grey-blue oculi feasted upon the little lake in the middle of the area, Jason grinned, shedding the clothes 
he was forced to wear, and running, bare ass naked into the water, and not long after, a shimmering tail, 


complete with a few spiked fins on the sides emerged from the murky depths. 


James was just left staring at the curly haired man as he did so, and Lars laughed, nudging his friend as he 
stamped his hooves upon the ground happily. 


There were demons everywhere, but instead of looking evil and horrible like Dave did, they looked.. Pretty 
friendly! Sure, a little menacing, considering the leathery wings on a few of them, the spiraling horns.. But hey. 


They were demons. 


James looked around, and suddenly, a piercing scream broke through the sounds and gaggle of the people in the 


grove. 
Except it was in tune, and didn't sound like a scream of terror. 


A rough, heavy sound followed suit, and it took James a moment to realise what it was - An electric guitar. 


"H-Holy shit.." He muttered under his breath, and Kirk looked at him funny. "I haven't heard one of those in - 


In years." 


They looked towards where the music was coming from, and saw a red haired demon step out. 


For a moment, James panicked, until he saw the hair was straight and not curled, the man was not as barrel 


built, nor as snarly. 


"Do you know where you are? You're in the Jungle baby! And you're gonna diet The voice hissed, and James 


was caught off guard. 
What was this? 


The horned demon continued screaming into the mic, whilst a tall and pale man with glistening fangs played 


what had to be bass. 
Kirk inhaled sharply. 
A dark haired man stood further off. He looked.. Normal. Like James. 


As for the drummer and the lead guitarist? Both also looked fairly normal, except for the slightly more 
tapered teeth and pointed ears. The drummer had a fucking carpet of chest hair too. 


"Werewolves." Kirk mumbled, and James nodded. 

"The other blondie?" Hetfield asked, and Kirk shuffled his feet. 

"Vampire." 

"Singer's a demon. What about the other guy?" 

Kirk paused a moment, sniffing the air a little. 

"Human" 

"How can you tell?" 

Kirk shrugged. 

"You can kinda smell the magic in people's blood, usually. Humans have either very little or none at all." 
James nodded. 


The ‘band’ kept playing, Kirk opting to go sit with Lars as they both enjoyed the music, James wandering over 


to where Jason was swimming around happily. 


"You alright Jason?" He asked with a grin, and the siren giggled. 


"Yeah. | just - This water's great. You need to get in here.’ 
James paused. 

"Nah - | better not" 

Jason frowned. 

"Come on James! Get in the fuckin’ water!" 

"No" 

Jason growled from somewhere deep in his throat, baring serrated teeth as his pupils dilated into slits. A 
strange, gargled noise left him, which slowly turned into something a little scarier, and James stuck his hands 


in front of his face protectively. 


"Finel I'll get in the water with youl" He shouted, going to remove his shirt and pants before climbing in, the 


coldness on his bare flesh causing the man to yelp, before he felt Jason's hands around his waist again. 

"Is there anyone around here that'll get you in trouble for acting like this Jase?" 

"Nope. | would've noticed by now" The curly haired male answered, and James breathed a sigh of relief. 

If any of Jason's kind found out he was in a secret relationship with a human, he'd be dead meat. If anyone 
found out James was in a secret relationship with a merman, at least in James’ eyes, he thought he'd just be 
ridiculed for his choice in partner. 

If only he knew just how chill Gallhei was. 

He was about to find out. 

To the sounds of the band playing music, James looked around. Male demons sat, making out with eachother 
and pawing at crotches, female demons did the same thing but with breasts as well. Male and female demons 
and monsters had fun too. 


It was basically a giant orgy where anything could happen and would be accepted. 


What James didn't expect, was to see Lars and Kirk shoving their tongues down eachother's throats, Lars 
appearing to be... Jacking Kirk of f...? 


"W-What the fuck..?" James whispered, and Jason snickered again. 


"Nikki and Tommy were right. This is fun!" He exclaimed, but James didn't know how to feel about it. When he 
tried to look for the two demons, he was just as shocked to see them all over eachother too, Nikki pounding 
into the other from behind 

Looking onto the stage, the vampire alternated between grinding up against the human, to doing the same to 
the werewolf lead guitarist. The singer was just doing some weird serpentine dance and palming his cock 
through his pants. 

Okay. 


"We're Guns N' fuckin’ Roses!" He yelled, and the crowd cheered in response, before going back to their own 


activities. 
"Jason please tell me what's going o-" 


James was cut off by the merman's lips against his passionately, clawed hands grasping around his shaft and 


pumping him slowly under the water, drawing loud groans of pleasure from the blonde. 

"Jason - I've never -" 

"Shh James. Just relax... 

The merman dipped under the water, and it wasn't long before James felt Jason's mouth around his cock, 
sucking him off underneath the almost black water, and the human had to lean against the rocky shelf for 


support as he expressed his content through his deep moans. 


Lars had used freaky demon magic instead of his usual - and expensive - potions to give himself his human 


body, and he and Kirk were going at it like rabbits. It really was, just a fucking orgy. 


"Oh yeah.." James groaned. "Keep going Jason. Come on. Fuck. Fuck me with your mouth you slut” James hissed, 


dipping his hands under the water to claw at the other's hair. 
This all went well until the music suddenly stopped, a booming voice emanating throughout the area. 
"Who started the fun without little ol me huh?" 


Immediately, all eyes were on the stranger, and James slowly raised his as Jason left his dick, groaning in 


disappointment as he was denied his climax. 
"Fucking Hell. Who is this guy?!" He exclaimed, before faltering when his question was answered. 


"David. Go hang out with your dog friends." The man growled, and the male who followed him nodded his head, 


joining the guitarist and drummer whilst the demon walked in 


"Demon parties with people who aren't even demons? What is this!?" The man cackled, a wicked grin on his face 


and Nikki sighed. 
"Dave. They're guests.” 
The menacing eyes of the redhead scanned the area, before laying on the lead guitarist of the band. 


"Slashers! Slash! Buddy! Hey!" He called out, and the other male waved, smiling a little awkwardly under the mop 
of hair he had. 


"Hey Dave." 


The demon smiled, laying his eyes on Kirk and Lars, grinning even wider when he saw that James and Jason too, 


were there. 


"Hi guys! Long time no see! Ohl I've never met these two!" The redhead shouted, pointing at the merman and 


the vampire. 


"Nice to meet you! James and | go way back" 


Unwanted Guest 
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All eyes were on Dave as he stood in the entrance-way the Grove. 
James leapt out of the water, quickly shimmying into his pants. Dave could only smirk. 
"My, my, my. Aren't you a sight for sore eyes, ah Jamie..? What's that growin’ on your face? Looks awful." 


James growled defensively, watching as the redhead made his way inside. The crowds of monsters parted like 


the fucking Red Sea. 


"What do you want Mustaine?" James hissed through gritted teeth, glancing back to see Jason watching Dave 
in awe. Almost like they were familiar to eachother, despite what Dave said. He was power mad. It wouldn't 


surprise James if the demon forgot. 
"Want? | want nothing. Except a little fun. This is a party after all." 


The way Dave trailed off, leaving the statement open ended, made James feel uncomfortable. Just what was 
the fucker planning? 


Dave turned to the crowd, before clapping veiny hands together. 


"Don't stop just because /m here! Continue, go on! Revell Indulge in your lust." He purred the last word, each 


syllable rolling off his tongue and James swallowed dryly. 


The band started up again, slowly at first, before getting right back into it, and the orgies continued. Lars and 
Kirk sat awkwardly together, talking about God-knew-what. As for Jason, he sat on the edge of the pool he and 
James had previously been in, spiked but beautifully shaped tail dipping in and out of the water slowly, 
caressing the surface as if it was nothing but the finest of silk. 


James didn't know what to do. He knew he couldn't go back to getting his underwater-blowjob from Jason, but 
he also knew he didn’t particularly want to engage in any form of conversation with Dave. It just.. He didn't 


know how to react. 


Of course, when they had met, Mustaine had been nothing but a weird pale kid obsessed with those weird 


books he read, but now.. Years had passed. He seemed to have really embraced his new form. The form that 


had scared Lars, Cliff and James away so many years ago. And now, they didn't even have Cliff. 


Even now, James still didn't know how to feel about Jason. Of course, the sex they had.. That was always 
something. But, he wasn't Cliff. Not that James had ever viewed Cliff in a romantic light at all, not one bit. But 
he'd lost a brother, and Jason just.. Replaced him. Even if he was invited to. 


Dave spotted the blonde standing around awkwardly, and made a beeline for him. 


"No. Don't you dare fucking come over here." James muttered under his breath, but of course, Dave did 


anyway. 


"James fucking Hetfield. Long time, no see." The demon spat, and James was captivated by the other's eyes: 
completely black, save for the harvest moon coloured orbs, indicating the iris. Slits instead of normal, circular 


pupils that most people had. 


His leathery batwings were folded up against his back, and James caught sight of the welting of the brand that 
Dave had inflicted on himself when they discovered him that fateful day. 


"Yeah... It's.. Been a while..." James mumbled, and Dave threw an arm around him. His skin was cold to the 


touch, and James tried to resist the urge to pull away. 


"So, Jamie, Jamie, Jamie... What's new?" Dave asked, pulling the other to sit beside him on the mossy 


undergrowth under their feet. 
James really wanted to fucking get away from this. 


‘Nothing. Except after you being caught with a dead body and trying to recruit me into your fucked up cult or 


whatever, we met Jason You know him..2" 


Dave grinned. 


"I know | said | didn't, but that | do. Siren, eh? Yeah, | know him. Before you took him into your little band of 
merry-fucking-men, | knew him and a few of his buds. Shame he didn't wanna stick around. Now he's with you" 


Dave said the words bitterly, clenching his fists. 


"Dave, what the fuck happened to you? | mean, the books were one thing, but it was basically harmless. The 
murder, the demonic possession. What the fuck is wrong with you?" James asked, starting to feel a little bit 


worried by the anger in Dave's tone. 


"Nothing's wrong with mel" Dave barked, wings unfolding and nearly knocking the other out. "I don't know what 
you're talking about James! This is me now! And I'm more powerful than anyone in this fucking garden 


combined" 


James clicked his tongue against the roof of his mouth. 

"Except you're not even a fucking demon. | don't know about you, but you seemed pretty human before all this 
happened. These guys were born and raised demon. Wouldn't they be more powerful than you? ‘Cos, | don't 
know.." James curled his lips in a sneer. "They're actually fucking demons?" 


Dave snarled. 


"You have no idea what | can do, do you?!" He hissed. "I was responsible for Evergreen Helm burning down, | 


fucking did it. Ive destroyed towns James. What have you done?!" 

James quietened down, noticing a vast majority of people's eyes on them 

"You're right, your ch-so-powerful highness." He mumbled, and Dave glared 

"You will be calling me highness soon" He spat, and James cocked a brow. 

"What do you mean..2" He asked quietly and Dave smirked. 

"Well, nothing's official yet, but to make a long story short? | murdered the old King, and killed his heir. I'm in 
charge now. But we got some shitty coronation and shit to do. | don't wanna do it, but hey, itll establish my 
power." Dave told the other, seemingly unbothered by the fact that James now knew this information 
"Youtre.. You're the fucking King of Gallhei..?" James whispered, Dave nodded smugly. 

"That's right" 

James’ memories flashed back to the guards that tried to take them hostage earlier. 


"Holy shit." 


There was a long pause, before a ragged black nail hooked under James’ chin, turning his head to face Dave's 


eyes. 


"James..." Dave murmured, and all the blonde could do was watch him. Dave's eyes were almost hypnotic. His 


voice was enchanting. 
"What do you want Dave..?" James responded, and the redhead smirked for what seemed the thousandth time. 
"I can help you get home." 


The words didn't even register in James ears until a while later. 


Home: He could only mean, back to Earth. Unless the planet Gallhei was on was also known as Earth. Then San 


Francisco. Or Seattle. Or fucking Germany. Who cared? 

To be honest, James hadn't even considered going home until now. 

For the first few weeks of his stay, he'd thought it was all a bad dream, but eventually grew to just.. Deal 
with it. He learnt the lingo, he studied and researched, with Kirk's help. He could use his passion of hunting for 


something here, and he wouldn't get in trouble. 


It wasn't that he didn't want to go back home, it's just that he'd adapted, and so this statement had completely 
caught him off guard. 


James' blue eyes met Dave's now-orange ones. 


"And how do you propose we do that?" 


Siren 
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In all my time in my tribe.. | was brought up to know that | was different. It wasn't a normal occurrence for 
there to be male sirens, but yet here | was. It happened sometimes, just not often enough to be deemed as.. 
Usual. Our species usually reproduced asexually. Sometimes there was one male to a clutch of up to 80 


females. It was rare. | was a rarity. 


Vriinska'wa-ll Denyuukaar was me. And before you get the pronunciation wrong, its Vrin-Ska-Wil, Den-You-Car. 


You drop the ‘A’ in ‘Wall’. | just -- I'll get to why | felt the need to mention that shortly. 

But anyway, back to sirens as a species. 

We're trained to kill. Trained to lure, and to kill. 

But Human women aren't as gullible as the men are. Females of other magical species aren't stupid. They know 
sirens. And human women don't trust men enough to go to a stranger sitting on a rock by the seaside. So | 
waited. 

Never did | ever think a human man would approach me. 

So this.. This stranger was lured in, and | just -- | went to attack him. Yeah. That's what | was trained to do. 
Duh. | pulled him under, clawed at his skin, went to devour him whole, and then.. Something happened. | felt.. 
Different. | didn't feel like the hive-mind controlled creature that.. | was.. | felt.. Free. 

| let go of him, took him back to the surface actually. 

Told him my name and | just --- He couldn't pronounce it. Surely it couldn't be that hard? 


And then he comes out and calls me ‘Jason’. | just. Where did he even get that from..? 


Still -- The time we spent together following that.. | just -- I'm not too sure how | feel about it. He made love 


to me, the way land-walkers do. 


|.. It was amazing. My new body was not used to it, but it was the most amazing thing I've ever experienced. 


| think.. | think I'd fallen in-love with him. | think. | wasn't sure of my feelings. Sirens worked differently to 
humans, but still.. | just.. What | felt for this man.. | dunno. | loved him. | knew it. | didn't want to be with 


anyone else at all. 


And now, watching James with Dave..? | don't know. They obviously knew eachother, that was certain, but 
there was a level of intimacy with how they spoke that made me uncomfortable. | knew | shouldn't be jealous. 


It was clear that James very strongly disliked Dave, but still -- | could see it. 


| saw the way he talked to James. | didn't really have an issue with Dave, and from what | knew, he didn't have 
one with me, but | could tell the sarcasm in his voice, from the sincerity, so it hurt when he spoke to and 


about me, with the others. 


| heard Dave tell James he could get him home. ‘Home' where? To our camp? James knew where that was! 


Then | realised.. James wasn't from here was he.? This place.. 


| panicked, and | felt something primal growing inside of me. | growled defensively, baring my teeth as my eyes 
grew cold. | swam restlessly around the small body of water | had decided to occupy, trying to reign in the 
feeling of envy and spite. Dave glanced over at me, smirking, before going back to talk to James. James looked 


at me too, but | couldn't read his expression. 


Lars and Kirk were a while off, keeping to themselves. Lars was in shock, a little bit. He'd wanted to see Dave 
for ages. I'd heard him talk to Kirk about it, but never would he tell James. He missed the fucker. He was just 
in shock at how.. Happy Dave looked, being on his own | guess. Or maybe it was for a different reason. | dunno. | 


wasn't Lars. 


Suddenly, Dave stood up, throwing his arm around James one more time, murmuring a few more words, 


causing the other to blush a little, before making his way over to Lars and Kirk. 


James looked from the spot Dave had been standing, to me, ever so slowly, and | hissed in response. A bitter, 
twisted hiss, and | could tell by the look in James' eyes, Dave had said something that | wouldn't like. That not 


even James liked. 


